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because of the Sat-cho bureaucrats and corrupt politicians, I wish that
the Toyama faction would kill off those leading exploiters."
"I don't see any good in that under organized government," Take-
koshi disagreed.
"That's it," Sakai said, tucking up his kimono sleeves at the shoul-
ders. "For whom is the Government organized under the Imperial
Constitution, anyway? Did the Sat-cho bureaucrats get the sole charter
to monopolise the Premiership under that document? Can you tell
me?"
He turned to Saionji.
"Marquis, my beloved chief, when you become Premier, I have one
piece of advice to offer and it's a mighty good one, too. That is, to
throw your influence towards the readjustment of economic and social
problems."
"Ah, your Socialism, eh?" Takekoshi grinned.
The Socialist's voice was now booming: "I am proud of your
liberal outlook. Your intimate friend and my teacher, Nakae, who died
too soon, was also an ardent believer in the French School of Social-
ism." His voice dropped. "He passed away poor and disappointed. I
was grief-stricken when I heard the news."
He looked straight into the host's eyes, which also expressed Saionji's
sorrow for the passing of the bespectacled scholar with whom he had
become acquainted during his Parisian days.
Takekoshi said: "Oh, Motono, you spoke of Russia's warlike prep-
aration in the Far East awhile ago—"
"Yes, and the Czar is throwing his full energy behind the project
of double-tracking the trans-Siberian railroad from European Russia
to Manchuria."
"Will Nippon ally herself with any power against Russia, do you
think? You are a diplomat, you must know something about the
matter."
"Well, isn't that problem hotly discussed among the Genros, Mar-
quis Saionji?" Motono shifted the question to him.
"Huh, I can't say because Fm not one of them."
Something dropped at the door. A harsh voice came:
"Is Marquis Saionji home? I am here to stay. All my property, a
few manuscripts and a kimono, is in this wrapper."
Then the intruder shrieked: "You shut up! You, kzmtmaya, you
won't get anything. How can I pay you? I haven't a cent. If you don't
go, you'll get my fists, instead,"

